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THE RAPE OF L VCR EC E. 

^ Haue done, quoth he, my vncontrollcd tide 
> Turn cs not, but fwels the higher by this let. 

^ Small lightes arc foorie blown ouc, huge fires abide, 
' And with the winde in greater furic fret: 

The petty ftfeames that paie a dailiedet 

To' their fait foucraigne with their frefli fals haft, 
Adde to hisflowe, but alter not his taft. 

Thou art, quoth (lice, a lea, a foucraigne King, 

And loc there fals into thy boundiefie flood , 

Blacke luft, diftionor, fliarne, mif-gouerning. 

Who feeke to ftaine the Ocean of thy blood. 

If allthefc p ettie ils (hall change thygood. 

Thy fea within a puddels wombe is herfed, 

And not the puddle in thy fea dilperfed. 


So Ihallthcfc flaues be King,artd thou their flauc, 
Thou noblie bafe , they bafelic dignified ; 

Thou their faire life, and they thy fowler grauc : 
Thou lothed in their lhame, they in thy pride, 

•The leffer thing Ihould not the greater hide, 

> The Cedar ftoopes notto the bale ihrubs foote, 

^ But low-lhrubs wither at the Cedars roote, 
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THE RAPE OEL V..C R E C E, 

So let thy thoughts low vaflals to thy Rate, 

No more quoth he, by Heauen I will notheare thee, 
Y celd to my loue, if not inforced hate, 

In fteed ofloues coy tutch iball rudelic teare thee. 
That done,defpitefullicI meanc to beare thee 
Vnto the bafe bed of fome rafcall groome, 

To be thy partner in this Ibamefull doome. 

This faid, he fets his foote vppon the light, 

For light and luft are deadlic enemies. 

Shame folded vp in blind concealing night, 

VVhen moft vnleenc, then m oft doth tyrannize. 
The wolfe hath ceazd his pray, the poor lamb cries. 
Till with her own white fleece her voice controld, 
Intombes her outcrie in her lips fweetfold. 

For with the nightlie lintien that Ihee weares, 

He pens her piteous clamors in her head, 

Cooling his hot face in the chafteft teares. 

That euer modeft eyes with forrow ftied. 

O that proneluftftiould ftaine lb pure a bed. 

The fpots whereof could weeping purific. 

Her tears Ihould drop on them perpetuallic. 
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